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was followed by a year of scarcity and sickness.
For four months, from June to October, the sun
beat down from a cloudless sky. The great wind
from the south-west failed at last, but even then the
rain did not come, and the withering heat lay still
and heavy over the jungle. The little puddle thick
with mud in the tank, which supplied the village
with water, dried up, and the women had to go daily
four miles to fetch water from an abandoned tank
in the jungle. In November the chenas were still
standing black and unsown. At last a little rain
fell and the seed was sown. The crop just showed
green above the ground, and drought came again,
and the young shoots died down.
Then, when it was too late to save the crops,
the rains came, and with them sickness. Want had
already begun to be felt by bodies weakened by the
long drought, and fever and dysentery swept over
the country. There was not a family in Beddagama
which did not suffer, nor a house in which death did
not take the old or the children. The doctor Mahat-
maya, whom Punchirala despised, appeared in the
village, bringing the medicines which he despised
still more; but his efforts were no more or less suc-
cessful than those of the village vederala. When
at last the sickness passed away, it was found that
the village had lost sixteen out of its forty-one in-